22          HELEN REDEEMED
With opening music, faint, expectant, sharp As the first chords one picks out from the
harp
To prelude paean*    Venturing all, he lift His eyes, and there encurtained in a drift Of sea-blue mantle close-drawn, he espies Helen above him watching, her grave eyes Upon him fixt, blue homes of mystery Unfathomable, eternal as the sea, And as unresting.
So in that still place, In that still hour stood those two face to
face.